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One 


Author's Notes: 
This probably isn't that great considering the fact that | feel ready to pass out from a lack of sleep, but I've 
been dying to write a Cinderella fic for so long it isn't even funny. 


It was strange how people could so easily act like they knew you. How there were people that you spent only 
minimal amounts of time with that would try and spill your whole fucking life story at you. It made me want 
to puke, to be honest. | hated being psychoanalysed. Didn't like people all that much either. People scared me, 
made me nervous. | hated public speaking or even just sitting in a room of strangers. Highschool had been hell 


for me. Going out places was something | loathed. | feared scrutiny and was afraid of being judged or made fun 


of. 
But go figure | decided to be the frontman of a fucking glam metal band, right? 
In truth, | did it in hopes of breaking away from my little bubble. That and it was impossible to find anyone 


else that wanted to work with us. So | sang and played my guitar. | loved it, really. Singing was something | 
loved to do, and guitar was my life. Putting the two together was like hitting the damn Jackpot. 


The only downside was that as the frontman, | was expected to have some sort of attitude. All frontmen fell 
under certain archetypes, right? There were the asshole frontmen that did things like piss on their fans. The 
frontmen that sexually harrassed their crowd on every occassion The frontmen with big mouths that did 
nothing but talk The addicts and criminals. Alcoholics and ex-cons. The ones that liked to start shit. But | was 
none of those things. Sure, | could get a bit rowdy with my friends and may have had a bit of a drinking 
problem at some point in time, but honestly.. That was about it. 


| was quiet, or at least, quiet when compared to others. Reserved in nature, though definitely not in wardrobe. 
| was the odd man out, and not just because | was a fan of winged eyeliner. 


It was while | was sitting alone in my hotel room that | reflected on it all. My hair was damp from the shower 
I'd taken a few hours ago and | was wrapped in blanket, boxers and a grossly oversized dress shirt. we, being 
the band, had done some sort of interview earlier. | felt completely drained. It always seemed that talking to 


people for too long, or being stuck in crowds too long, exhausted me. | didn't know why. 


Sighing softly, | flipped through the channels on the TV, soaking in the snips of noise and the otherwise quiet of 


the room. | liked being alone. It was relaxing, really. 


| paused my hand on the remote when one station of the couple | could choose from came through as 
interesting. The show was one that | was fond of. It was just some mindless sitcom, and if | were to be 
completely honest, it really wasn't that great, but | was fond of it nonetheless. 


| watched my mindless television for sometime more, the sound of voices in the hallway drawing some of my 
attention away. 


"Hey baby? we going to Maverick's?" Asked one voice, obviously male. 
"Uh huh, just give me a second sweetie, | gotta fix my hair." 


"You look gorgeous." The man said, "You don't need to fix anything but the fact that you're not here holding 
my hand yet." 


| wasn't sure if | wanted to give a standing ovation to the guy or run to vomit. It was so sweet, it was 
sickening.. But | couldn't deny it was heartwarming, | didn't have a girlfriend, so seeing, or hearing, other happy 
couples was pretty cool, 


| got right back into my mindless show and tried to zone out again. But a noise from the room next to me 
gave me reason to pause. Laughter. Someone was bitching someone out for taking all their Monopoly money in 
rent. | hesitated once again, the joyous sound piercing something inside me. | chewed at my lip as | tried once 


again to drown in shitty television. 


But it was no use. The jokes were hollow. The laughter forced and muted. | felt self-conscious despite the fact 
that | was alone. | was insecure about the fact that | was alone. My lip trembled slightly and a vast loneliness 
welled up from deep in my chest. 

All these other people were having fun with other people. Why couldn't | do that? Just suck it up and do things 
like that? Or why couldn't | just enjoy my time alone and leave it at that? 


My eyes had only just welled up with tears when there came a knock at my door. My voice wavered slightly 


as | called out, 
"Just a second!" 


| wiped my eyes with the sleeves of my shirt and forced myself to take a deep breath before getting up to 


see who it was. 

"Eric?" | asked, slowly opening the door and looking up at the blond man with a quizzical expression. "What's up?" 
He gave me a bit of a smile, hands going to his pockets. 

"I know that the interviews and stuff really got to you, and you might wanna be alone. But you wanna be alone 
together? My TV crapped out anyway." He said, giving a nonchalant shrug before pulling a strip of paper out of 
his pocket. "Got the number for room-service though." He said. 

| couldn't help but smile and step aside to let him in. We were quick to settle and call room-service. We soon 
fell into the sitcom, laying lazily in the lone bed in the room and laughing at all the jokes, even making some of 


our Own. 


Okay, so it was more human interaction than | claimed to not need. But the thing is, | liked being alone. | didn't 


like being lonely too much. 


